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' And don't gamble, my boy. It's weak-
minded. Well, here we are !'
They turned Into the station. Old Jolyon
bought The Times. They stood together, silent on
the platform, till the London train came in ; then
young Jolyon put his hand through his father's
arm, and squeezed it. Old Jolyon nodded :
* I shan't allude to this again, Jo. But there's
just one thing : If you must be a swell, remember
that you're a gentleman too. Good-bye, my boy !'
He laid his hand on his son's shoulder, turned
quickly and got in.
Young Jolyon stood with bared head, watching
the train go out. He then walked, as well as he
knew how, back to College.
Indeed, yes !   A sad affair !